THE  TRAIN
"Well?" he asked, looking at Julia Dmitriyevna.
"Well!3' she replied with approval, and went over to
bistable.
They worked together in silence. The coach shook and
trembled with the bombardment, but they worked with
never a thought whether this night would ever end, if
morning would come soon, if they would be able to
rest. ... As he worked, the young doctor whistled some-
thing, barely audibly, between his teeth—something
beautiful; Julia Dmitriyevna liked it.
Olga Mikhailovna wakened after two hours, jumped
up and ran to rouse the others. The first to return was
Faina, fresh as a rose, then the old professor.
"And you're still on your feet!" he said rather apolo-
getically to Julia Dmitriyevna, as he washed his hands.
She did not reply—she was counting the swabs which
the young doctor had taken from the wound he had been
exploring, and only indicated to Faina with a movement
of her brows that she should give the professor his overall.
All morning wounded were brought to the train and
carried in. The beds filled. Sobol prepared breakfast for
three hundred. Dr Belov ordered dinner for five hundred.
... The nurses were no longer carrying the buckets out
to the shell-holes, they emptied the blood right on to the
lines.
At mid-day Danilov entered the staff coach.
"Well, how's it going? Taken on enough?3' he asked.
"I'm afraid we have," replied the doctor. "Even the
staff coach is foil now. We're putting them on the floor,
and we can be rapped over the knuckles for that."
They went through the train. The coaches were
crowded; they smelt of antiseptic and sweat, and flies
were everywhere. There were many slight cases. They
had come on foot and remained in the train so as to have
& chance of leaving the town. Most of these were
civilians. One woman, with a shattered shoulder-blade,
had brought four children with her—Fama pushed them
into her own compartment. All this was contrary to
rules and regulations, but that night everybody forgot

